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10 ( ( HEN , 
2 A New Song. e BO 
3 The Laſs with the delicate Air: | 
4 A favourite Song ſung at Ranelagh, 
5 Tie Inconſtant Fair N 
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Seld by R. Netber ned without the South Gale G 
cefier : where may be had all Sorts of Hiſtories, 
Broad/heets, Maps, Prints Pittures, Ge, &. 
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The F 1 D D E E. BY 
| : | Bu 
you lade And: you laſſes that Rye at LonG LEE | Su 
Where they ſay there's no end of good nk an 
| good Mat; = 
Where the poor fill. their Belles, and the rich receivg W 
honour ; | 4 Su 
So great and ſo wry Lord of that 3 "Tex 
: Py down & c. 

Vou [Nymghs and Nh uns that inhabit this place, 1. 
1 pray you give ear * a Fiddle's hard Caſe: Lt 
Ir is of a Fiddle, ſweet Fiddle, I firg; gz [ 

But [weeter and fofter ſure oa wore * 4 
n wag me the aid of thine art, 8 7 5 
While I the fad Fats of a Fiddle impart; | 
* 


N Which | ſhews the beſt. 8 the worſt Fortune hayg 


For never poor Fiddle had fortune ſo bad, 
_—_ a 
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But firſt 1 miſt 8 of this Fiddle's country; 
> was born and bred up in fair Italy, 


In a Town where a Mareſchal of France did miſhap 


enen DE LA GUERRE, to ve caught i in a trap 1 


25 Aud now I have ſung of this Fiddle s high Birth, 
* muſt ſing of the fingers which made fo much mirth 


| wy fingers 15 ſtrait, ſo ſwift and ſo ſmall, 
828 by a + or not ſung at all, 
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: But the heſt I c 
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1 Quoth ſhe, mine is better than yours I'll appeal; 
| Yours only can *, mine can both Will, and heal. 


(35 y 
But I am nought elle but a poor country ban, 
An cannot indite in ſo lofty a ſtrain; 
dan ſay. I tell you once more, N 
Such bandes and auen Kntera. 1 mae beſore. A 
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Theſe de 200 theſe Bogen au Fiddle Res 
Wou'd make heavy hearts grow as light as a 3 4 
Such a fight for to fee, and. muſic to hear | Ng 
It del. n the 71 while” „ pn the ear. | 

And now if have it of this: F iddte I u. 54 
You will hold it but meet, T Yhould' fing of the bow 
The bow was of Ebon, whoſe virtue was ſuch, 98 | 
That it wouneed the 1 while xe ear n hd touch, 


One BEE * N 1 boy * while, 
To whom the coy ny mph did reply with a ſmile> 1 8 


This Fiddle of Fiddles. when it came to de 17 0 
Was as fweet as a lark, and as ſoft as a bride; 25 
But oh; ; when [ ſhall its cataſtrophe fing. 
Your hearts they will bleed, and your, hands' you will 

wrin "ds 

This Fiddle t chance, it was laid in a chair, 
Taking all for its f. ien ds that its muſick did Hears | 
| When in came a ſwigning huge maſculine dum, A 1 
I'with the N had it to wake Pim #drom. 8 
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Then woe to the bum that its F idle e 
1 has all our. eee and a aboliſh'd 
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Thou pretty li: P 
Pretty little Cupid give thy Dart a Shove; _ 


ery) 


May it never want birch to be ſwigg'd and be laſh's, 
May it ever be itching, but never be ſcratch'd, 


For ev*ry bum ſcape may this bear the blame, 
And neer ſhew its bare face, without ſorrow and ſhame, 


May it never find cuſhion its anguiſh to eaſe, 
While all is too little my wrath to appeaſe, 


May it never break wind in the cholick o gtjevous, 
A penance too ſmall for a crime ſo miſchievous : 


May it never mount horſeback without toſs of leather, | 


Which brings me almoſt to the end of my tether, _ 


Now ſhould ſome grave critic of deep penetration, 
Fall upon my poor ballad with wiſe annotation; 
Let the ſop be told this, withont ſpeaking a ricdle, 


Let them firſt make a better, or kifs my bum-fiddle, 


5 Derry Down, &c. 
ANEW SONG 


Wär ſhould I diſtract my poor diſtreſſed Soul? 
: Can I find no Pleaſure in a flowing Bowl, _ 
To drown thoſe wiſhes that diſttact my braun, 
Why ſhould I Dvea Woman that loves not me again, 
Cupid, Venus, queen of love, 


Sink it in her Boſom. let her feel the Pain, 

That ſhe may be defirous to be lov'd again. 
Fye upon theſe Laſſes they ave filly Toys, 

Always to be courted never to be wile ; 


If ſhe loves in earneſt let her tell her mind 


VU go find ſome other that will prove more kind, bo; 


h'd, 


me, 


To find kinder Laſſes that will never deny, 
* convenient e all their Skill to try. 


| By a murmuring Brook on a. green molly Bed, 


With * to gaze. on ber e * 4 


N 55 5s 
Laſſes there are many, aye, and neat ones tos 
1 155 to ſome other for ſhe WI never do: 
Life wo'nt laſt for ever. Brauty wil ys i AEM 
Rambling is a pleaſure, ſo Fl) go my way. - 
Over tne proud ocean where billows roar, 5 
I' croſs the wide ocean to ſome diſtant Shore, 
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L A 8 8 wick the, Delicate A I R. 


FOUNG Molly who lives atthe Foot of you | 
SoHo 17 | 
Whoſe Fame eve ry Virgin wich Barn do fill, 1 


Of Beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, |} 
A Men calther the Lats N the ene 24 6 


Ok Evening lat May us Lab“ the grove! | 


Inthoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of Love | 


I chanc'd to etpy the gay Nymph l Qeclare, 4 
And really he'd got a * gebicate air. 


A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laicf 
Sur pris d and Tranſported I could not forbeay 4 
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| From that Moment young Cupid ſelected aDarts. 
And pie red xitagutf pit) my int ocent Hearts. 1 
And ſrom thenct how to gain the dear Maid, 
| ws my Care i F | 
| Fora captive [ tetl'ro her delicate Air: fi 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh, and complain d. 
{ was rude, © 

And begg'd of all things that 1 would not in- 

f trude 

I anſwer'd I could not tel] EH came there, 

But laid al the blame to her delicate Air. 

BY 11 . 08 1 

1 ſaid wh heart was the prize f . to obtains. 

And hop'dthar nad give it to eaſe my fond pain, 

She neither rejected nor granted my Prayer, 

Nut fir'd all my Soul en her delicate Air? he 
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ebnen Tie Wer A. Rade reptined by dat, 
But {till the dear Charmer affects to be mute, 


Then well Ins ye. e hays conquer the, 
| A, 11 
How to win the eat Lak a the felis. Air 


A Fayou RITE SONG. 
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ro Ae uad lend Chorif fog, 
| " Beauty tales ber . — 
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Tove 4 7 ſmiling « Spring, 
| Love and Beant) gild the Tear, 
Siege the Minutes as they fls 2 15 
c Jicund Hours, and fetrve round... 
Innocence with virgin Eyes, 
Comes with rural Chaplets crown d. 
Awful Virtue keeps ber ſtaw. 
In the Cot or on the Throne, 
* enjoins ber Meat, 3 
22 4 f Honour holds the Zone. e e 
1 Lor ee on the Wing. pas. | 
Seveep the Globe and conquer at, 2 
Poet Hero, Sage, and King. 
At their Shrine, ſubmiſſi ve fall. 
Mere ſhall Honour love to dwell, 
But in freedoms happy fe, 


© | Pirtne here enjoys a Cl; 5 
| More than in a tyrants Smile, . 

4 W Bere fhall Beauty fix ber Reign, 

pg But on Love that pe wer est 

he Innocence ſhall crown the oe: 

ir a * bere Ambition drops and din, 4 

if The INCONSTANT_ FAIR. 


O wenn you; 1 es; ſo cruelly nicht, 5 
12 A Swain who is wreched when baniſh'd your fight, 
W ho for your Sake alone, thinks Life worth his care, 
But which ſoon if 42 — on muſt end in SE, 
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| (8) C 
| If you mean thus to Torture, O why did your Eye, 


Once expreſs ſo much Softneſs and ſweet ſurprize 
But their [Luſtre inflam'd, I could not believe, 


er could 


As they ſhow'd ſo much influence they e 
deceive | 

But alafs like the Pilgrims bewilder'd in Night 

Who perceives a falſe Splendor at a Diſtance invit 

O verjoy'd he haſtes on, purſues it and dies. 

Like Ruin attends me if away Nancy flies. 

Forget not the Raptare you felt in my Arms 

When you called me Angel, and unveiled your Charms 

When you vow'd lafting Love and ſwore with a Ki 

That in my Em“ races was centur'd your Bliſs. 

Faireſt, but obdurate, conſider that Woe, 

Like ſickneſs neglected will more deſperate grow, 

That your Heart may relent I implore the kind powers 

dince I'm conſtant as your ſex, be not fickle as dur 


10 W 52 


